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It s An 111 AX^ind That Blows 
Nobody Good 

Mniiidi.r, Mooitu, '2(1. 

This sloiy won tlie first jiiizo in a locent coiitost. The 
antlior de.serves fo he (•oniiiliineiitetl on his }foo<l work.— Tub 
Eiiitor. 

n .\K out to sea a small sjieck was liolihiii}; nji and down 
and coming slowly towards the pier. Fifteen niiiintes 
a};o fliere had liecn no sijfii of any distnrhance, lint 
now llie sky was overcast with ffray clon.ls'and an occasional 
wliiteca). wonl.l appear and roll towards tlie heacli. Tlie ocean 
Itself had iellecle.1 t!ie face of the elements hy turiiim.; from 
sparkliiifr hine to dull }.reen. Tliere was a sli-ht coinniotion 
all aloiiK the licach as hatheis hurried out of the water in the 
face of the coniiii}? sipiall and as boats were beiiifr jmlled 
hastily out of the water to a safe jilace on the shore and 
were heinjf .secniely lied. .Vinoufj the fishermen there was an 
<mmions shakinsf of heads and they were all of the opinion 
Hint “it 'lid bo a ])|^ ’nii.'’ 

The speck was ffettin}? larger as it approached the pier and 
was takiiiK the shape of a motor boat. It was coming fast 

now, and as it came near its name, 11 , could be jilainlv 

seen. ' ^ 



Reading, right to left — Richard Kuhn, athletic editor; Claude E. Jackson, business manager; Russell J. Baird, local 
editor; Wm. B. Landis, editor-in-chicf ; Merrill Moors, assistant business manager; Armstrong Matthews, ex- 
change editor; B. B. 'Nichol, alumni editor. 
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It was a iiiasiiificeiit boat, over twenty fwt Idllg, lljlving a 
seventy horseiwwer engine, and besnles that, waB tltllibratel v 
furnished in wliite enamel, l.rass and inalio{{any. ItB jtlbaminK 
brass and sbinin}{ white liood contrasted sliarblt ^’{tli tlie 
dullness of the weather. 

Ill the boat were four <;irls and some fisliin<; ttlt'ltft*. As tlie 
boat slid u]i beside tlie landiii}; idatform one of flieili jiimjK'd 
out and fastened it to the iiier. The rest i»itebbli iinilr jioles 
out to their sister, wlio had {joiie before them ailil jllllljiwl out 
ahso. AVitli much jollity tliey started riinninj; Hie j.ier 

towards the beach, when one of I hem, renieiiiheriiljl ill(> motor, 
turned, ran hack and threw a tariiaiilin ovef llltj steering 
wheel and dials in the pit. 

‘•Hurry iij). Sis,” they called to her; ‘•yoil’ll lit* late for 
supper and you know how aiifriy (hat makes datl. gettiiif; 
dark now and mother will he worried sick. Allj^llblt’, we had 

a fine catch.” Thus (hey continued to talk afl {llbV walkisl 
alon<!:. 

Iteaching the hou.>-e, which was on the beach fiidltj^ the sea, 
the girls hurried in and were told by (he .servtllifft fliat (heir 
mother and father had gone to the village to nieet tl friend at 
the station, hut that they would he hack soWII. Iti a few 
miiiiites the parents returneil with the guest, ailtl III llie hustle 
that followcHl the boat was forgotten. 

The sipiall had hegiin in earnest now, and Kbftttt long it 
had develojied into a regular .storm. It blew ttrlfll Hie force 
of a giant and the .sea became a mass of foam iHitl fljtrav. The 
storm rage<l for about si.v hours, and during tlnlt flilie notliing 
could he heard above the hooniing of the waves ailtl Hie liowliu" 
of the w inds. " 

Filially it stopped. 


Morning came, and what a dilference frdlh ihfe night 
before ! ^ 

The beach was washed smooth and was cleaned df all the 
paper and trash the bathers had left. The ti'rtcfefl jfiade bv 
(he growm-iips and the castles built by the clilltH-en had all 
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‘‘Tins cushion coiihln't Iinvo been knockiMl out of the boat, 
it would have come to the top if (he boat had been sunk, 
thonj^h ; so the boat must be sunk. As lonj!^ as the boat was 
tied it would kei»p its bow facin*^ the coniinji; waves, but when 
the painter broke the waves would have turned it all around. 
If it had ever ji:otten its side towards the waves it would have 
been swamped in no time. It wouldn’t have taken lonjj: to be 
turned that way, and if it did it must have been swam|)eil 
almost immediately, since the waves were so hi<^h and stronj*;. 
If it is sunk, as this pillow proves, it must be around here.” 
After reaching that conclusion, which really took only a few 
seconds, Tom was struck by a bright idea. 

‘‘I believe that would work,” he said, and turning around 
he hastened to his house. 

A few minutes later he came out of the door carrying in 
one hand a large, skillfully made kite, and in the other a 
small camera, one he had found on the beach after a j)icnic. 

He took the camera, ami after having jmt a rubber baud 
around the exposure lever, he i)ulle<l it back and i)inned the 
other end of the rubber down with a thumb tack. When he 
turned the lever loose it Hew back with a click. 

“Fine,” he said to himself. ^‘Xow all I need is something 
to hold it in the position for taking the ])icture and something 
to turn it loose at the right time. The rubber will take the 
jucture for me all right.” Saying this, Tom took a little piece 
of string and tie<l the lever back. 

‘‘This,” he said, “will hold it back, and tins,” he continued, 
taking a little ])iece of juink and tying it to the middle of the 
string with some thread, “will turn the string loose when it 
burns it in two.” 

Taking a i)iece of white i)aper, he tient it to the other end 
of the punk. “And this,” he added, to his mother who had 
just come out and was watching him, ‘‘is to let me know when 
the picture is taken, because the puuk will burn the thread 
and this pai)er will be let loose at tbe same time. I think that 
^Ir. Hughes’ boat is sunk around here somewhere in the bay. 
I read in a book that men in a balloon can see to the bottom 
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when the wiitei- is cleai- and not over fifty feet deei) The 





Snddenl.v ll.e kite la^o,,, u, l.ol, i,,,,! jerk, the eaniera he-an 

Wll'en''^ 'ha!r'' *"r''i 'T 

To n st.,n. I n- / f«;t 

ioni stopped lettiiijr it out and waited 

sSSBSSSEr 

<l'.ni^(d the exposure and “set” his kite a<oiin This l.« - ’ 

to do nnti. his supply of Hints ,.,ve oiTt. Then he walked 

iHirniff H.is time no tiaee of the hoat was fonn.l so \[r 



That night when he was about rea.ly to go to be.l a servint 

;r nr'i '• 

tl.e hall, .sai.l': ' 

“I>id you wish to .see me, young man?” 

“\es. sir,” .said Tom, “Bve found your boat'” 

-Poniid my boat.’ Where did von' Hnd it’” 

'•'..the bay ” said Tom, “sank. Half-way between vonr pier 
"•<' <'.e buoy that marks the ehannel,” eontinned the bov 
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‘‘Oil, I s(^e,-’ said liie disappointed man, who imagined the 
boat was already tied nicely to a jiier. 

“Yon were pndiahly tishinj*: ami felt a lojij or something and 
have come here to tell me yon have found my boat. No, yoiin^ 
man,-’ he continned, “yonMl have to have more evidence than 
just some fisher inan's tale.'^ 

“Sir,” said Tom, “I am not lellinc: yon ‘some tisheiinairs 
tale.’ 1 photof^raphe<l it.” 

“lMiotoj»;ra])hed it I” said the astonished Mr. Hnjihes. “What 
do yon mean, hoy? Sit down here and explain what you are 
talking*: about.” 

Tom sat down ami fold him evervfhinj::; how he had sent 
the camera np on the kite and had taken the picfnies and how 
he had develoj iMl them himself at home that <lay, and how on 
examininj^ them, liad seen under the clear waters of the hay 
the white form of the launch. 

To juove his statements Tom took fioni his ]K)ckets the 
pictures and laid them out on the table in front of the wealthy 
old man. They weie >eiy stiani’’e lookiny;; the watcu* could 
hardly be seen ami the little ridji:es in the sand looke<l 
very jdain. Here was the beach, there the piers lunninjj: out 
into the sea. ICvery little hill or reef under the water was 
almost as plain as if it had b(*en on dry laml. The old man 
was very much surprised to s(»e snch wonders. There, just as 
Tom had said, about halfway between Mr. Hughes’ ]uer ami 
the bnoy, lay the white shape of the launch. 

“By f^ad, boy,” lie said, “where did yon learn all this? 
What’s your name?” 

“Tom Wade, sir,’^ said tlie hoy, and takin" a book out of his 
|)ocket he showed the astonished man the paragraph which 
told about the invisibility of clear water fiom a certain hciifht. 

“M’ell, I’ll declaie, Tom,” he said, “I’d no i<lea that there 
was a j»:(‘nius in this little town. Let me think this over tonight 
and in the morninu: come over here early and we'll see if the 
boat is there.” So, biddin»»: Tom ^oodni^ht, he went upstairs. 

Early next morning he and Tom, with several others, went 
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oHt in a skiff to tluvplaee where tlie boat was supposed to lie, 
and after soundins; aionnd for a wliile they tonrhed the sunken 


vessel. 

“That's it, siiv’ ainiouiued the man in ehavj^e of the sonnd- 
injjc. Ml*. Hnj^hes was deli^httHl. 

“Well/’ he said, ‘M'll f»ive yon and your men the job of 
raisinjJT it.” AVhen they had marked the place with a float, 
they went back to the beach. Mr. lluj^hes took Tom up to the 
house and led him into the library. 

“Well, Tom,” he said, “1 am afraid that, although you did 
find the boat, 1 can't iiay you the reward ottered. I'm awfully 
sorry, Tom,” he went on, “but 1 really don't think it s worth 
a hundred dollars; do you, Tom?" Not waitinj^ for the dis- 
appointed boy to answer, he continued, “Hut I do think I owe 
you somethinji: for finding my boat, so I'm j^oiuf? to here 
he paused, while poor Tom fidj^eted, *‘seud you off to scIuk)! 
and see that you j»:et a. good education.” Tom was so overcome 
with gratitude that he could hardly speak. 

“Yes,” continued the old man, “since 1 have no boy of my 
own, I am going to educate you. 

“Yon Jierd not worry about your mother,” he achled, read- 
ill}; Toms mind. “My wife and I will see that she does not 
want.” 

Tears stood in the hov’s eyes and he tried to exjiress his 


thanks. 

“Don't thank me, son; for yon deserve it,” said Mr. Hughes. 
“Kun home and tell your mother.” 


Thus did the greatest aerial scout in the great war get his 
start in life. He has an otticial record of having destroyed nine 
submarines in the North Sea, and there are two service stars 
for him in his home town, one in his mother's window and 
one on Mr. Hughes’ door. 



|Iaul S. ^tumb (ChaH. S. iSigglp 

|Irrfli^^ut g>rr. aitJi ulrraB. 

31. l^arrtH ll^ubbs 

l\. {Irrai^nit 







Hirbarb M. 3Frank 
liliUiam A. ®gbr«, 3Jr. 
31. iOilliarb (Uringlrtnu 
ffinnmtlpr (i. (Eurrrg 
Untrg (E. iMrCEall 
ii^intrg (!I. (SiUrsptp 
€latbiirup f . i^art 
Alfrrb 0. S>liarg 
Sru H. SnbprtH 
Abnlglt IBrinuu 
®iipniinrp QP. 0>rgglrg 
HaaUrll iSigbtnr, jr. 
Karl 31. 3lnnps 
(Elaubr lE. 3larkantt 
iEbiuarb S. Knbrrtaiut 
30ilbur (E. i>ruaing 
K. Cunirr iMrrritt 
Kirliarb 0. iUrtralf 


it. 




MONTGOMERY BELL BULLETIN 


17 



drew ii]) the anchor, tlie vessel's tiirhines, which Jiad been 
niiniin*!; idle, he^an to s|iee<l up, the screw bej::aii to clmrii the 
water slowly and the vessel hacked out into the hay. Its 
how was turned toward the narrow pass between the lake 
and the hay and the boat moved otf into the ni^ht, its lights 
twinklinj*' and its black hulk dimly seen in the darkness. Xo 
sooner had the shij) passed into the ojien lake than the wav(*s 
fjfiahhed it up as if it weie a toy and playfully tossed it from 
one to the other. The vessel was running paiallel with the 
waves and it iolle<l buoyantly from side to side. It battled 
ith the roiif^h and boisterous water, its jU'OjKdler leaving a 
trail of white foam on the dark waters. 

dim Davis was standing*: on the deck, his coat buttoned 
around his neck and his cap i)ulled down. The rain beat 
against his face and a thiill of exultation ran through him. 
The deck would j»() down very swiftly, he would feel a quwr 
sensation in the ]»it of his stomach, the water wouhl loom up 
like a black mountaiu before him and the next instant the 
water would seem to be fallin|L^ and he would feel himself 
borne ujjward. 

He i)eered ahead— he could see the lij^lit in a lighthouse 
ill the distance. The boat seemed to be moving toward the 
lij^ht. He paid no attention to this and his thoughts were 
turned to somethin«' else. The next thinjr he took notice of 
was a bustle and stir amonji: the crew. The boat was heailed 
straight for the rocks. The mate ran by on his way to the 
pilot house; he tiling- op'eii the door and rushed in. The jiilot 
sat in his seat, the wheel ^nasjied ti^ditly in his hands, but 
death had already coveied his face with a (pie*iM* pallor ami 
his features were set. 

Orders were hurriedly and (piick action was taken, 

but to no avail. The entire vessel trembled as a rasping sound 
was heard, then slowly and heavily it settled down, the water 
IKUiring into the hold. 

Lifeboats were (piickly lowered, the women and childreu 
were taken off first. At last .lim got into a boat ami it began 
to desceml. It had no sooner touched the water than a great 
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death had been a teiaihle blow to Jim and lie had always had 
a ])lace in his heart for Scotty. Somehow or other the Aireilale 
lie now owned seemed to occnjiy a jdace in Jim's lieart along 
with Scotty. 

At length the Rockies loomed np majestically in the dis- 
tance. The moniitains had been his lifelong confidants and 
he loveil them. 

Six o'clock found Jim and his dog, whom he had already 
named ‘‘Friday,” at home. 

Snell was the beginning of an attachment that was to be 
even stronger than that ladween Jim and Scotty. Jim went 
on limiting tri]js into the moniitains, he went to Denver now 
and then, and took fishing trips and enjoyed similar ontilooi* 
diversions, and wherever he went Friday was sure to follow. 
Only the reader who has owikhI a faithful dog can nnderstand 
the fetding between Jim and Friilay. 

Frida}' emergeil from harnm-scarnm imppyhood into se- 
rious ^^doghood.” He developed into a strong and well built 
dog, with a dei‘p chest and strong legs and a ])rond carriage. 
He conld whi]> any dog in Colorado Springs or Maniton. Some 
stranger would attempt to dethrone Friday now and then, but 
Friday always kept his title of “king of the dogs.” 

Then America entered the war. Jim decided to enlist, and 
the day before he left he and Friday went up on top of IMke's 
Peak for one last look at the mountains. To the west the 
Rockies lay, a tumbled and nigged mass of rocks and red soil, 
to the east lay the prairies, to the north the foothills, and to 
the south the great desert. The setting snn ca.st a ]>urple hue 
over the mountains as Jim stood looking into the distance. 

Twilight came and Jim and Friilay hastened down the 
monntain in Jim's automobile. 

The next day Friday was snrjiriscMl to see Jim come do>\m 
stairs with a suitcase. He was more surprised to see Jim's 
mother cry over him so and his father act so strangely. He 
wondered what the matter was when the family got into the 
car and rode to the station and he was bewildere<l when Jim 
jiatted his head and said in a choking voice, ‘‘Goodbye, old 
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fellow.’^ Eveiyoiie seemed to be cbeeriiijj^ and so liappj’. Why 
should they cheer, didn't they see Unit the Davises were so sad? 

The train ]ailled in. diin ran to eatcli it. Friday tried 
to follow him, hut Mr. Davis hehl him hack. Friday saw dim 
get on tlie train with several other young men and then liis 
master was lost to view inside the car. 

The cars began to move and in a few minutes the train was 
a black spot in the distance. 

Friday ex])ected dim to ndiirn every day; every lime he 
heard a tiain whistle he would ])rick ii]) his ears, utter a 
joyful haik ami inn towaids the station, but no dim would 
meet him, and Friday would go hack home with heavy heart 
ami de]>resse<l sjdrit. 

dim went away in A])ril, IhlT. Friday longed for him ana 
daily expected his return until August, IhlS. During that 
montli Friday heard a train whistle and he ran toward the 
station in a fast decreasing hope of meeting his master. 

A soldier got olf the train and Friday turned around 
and sadly started home. Suddenly he lifted his nose into the 
air and snitfed. AVas it true? Yes. He knew dim's scent if 
an>’ dog knew it. He looked around and saw his beloved mas- 
ter coming toward him. Words cannot express the joy of 
that mwting; lookeis- on were deeply touched by it. dim and 
Friday hastened home, dim walking fast and Friday dancing 
around his feet. When they got tliere the dog stood olf while 
dim was greet imI by his ]>arents. He heard something about 
“low-down Germans" and ‘‘gas'' and “hosjiitals'’ and “trans- 
ports,'^ and other equally bewildering things. 

dim and Friday had a big time during the weeks follow- 
ing dim's return; they visited every familiar spot in the sur- 
rounding mountains and every trout stream within a radius 
of six or seven miles. 

dim had been gassed and lie was unable to walk long dis- 
tances without resting; if he <li<l, his face would take on a 
bluish hue and his breath would come in gas])s and some- 
times he would faint. He couhliiT yell very loud and he al- 
ways talked in a rather low tone. 
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One (l;iy in October .lini left borne to j»<) bnntin*?. lie was 
jroin^’ to do some dillicnlt cliinbinj!: ami be bad no desire to be 
botbeied by liavin^^ to cany a <10^ over the larj^c rocks and 
crevices that Friday would be unable to ^^et over. lie tied 
the <lo«i: and left. 

Thiee boms later found dim walkin^^ alon^^ tbe edf^e of a 
monntain. He lia<l walked a lonji: way and be felt an attack 
coming on bim. He sat down on a rock, bis bead swam and 
bis breatbin^^ was short ami bad a traspinji: sonml. He bej^an 
to ^low taint, be lay back aji^ainst tbe nioiintain, be beard a 
lond i»;iatin.‘4: sonml close by and lookinjij around be saw a 
laltlesnake not six feet from bis bea<l. dim threw himself 
away tiem the snake. The sudden si»bt of such a hideous 
immster and tl.’e fati^ne fiom bis lonj>: walk <^<»t tbe best of 
dim and be lay in a half stupor. Almost witbont any of bis 
senses be saw tbe snake, its dull eyes j»larin^ wickedlv, coil 
itself for a strike. He faintly beard tbe biiz/diifr of the rattlers; 
be tried to cry (Jiit, but bis voice failed bim. He looked at tbe 
snake as if be weie bypnotiznl; be ^mve himself np for lost, 
dnst then be beanl tbe soft patter of an animaPs feet ami a 
brown form lea|ie<l across bim and threw itself njKm tbe 
snake. Then be fainte<l. 

He came to a few minutes later and be saw the snake 
stretched dead in tbe pathway, its Hat bead severed. Friday 
^\as licking- a small scratch on bis slionlder and seemed to be 
in a very weak condition. Tbe doj»:, seeing; dim sit np, crawled 
to bis master and dim saw that tbe strike the rattler bad in- 
tended for bim bad lK>en received by bis doo*. Tbe ]K)isonons 
venom was doinji; its work of death with <rreat rapidity. The 
faithful do^^ sank down in bis master s laj) and looked at dim 
with an air of rcsiirimtion. dim took tbe do^r\ head between 
bis bands and looked into bis eyes. Each nnderstood tbe other 
—this was their last moment toi»etber. A tear stole down 
dims face, yes, this war veteian, who bad been over tbe 
tbe top twelve times, was cryin^^ over bis <1(5^. Friday was 
crying, too, after tbe manner of cryinji: amonij: do<^s. The doji's 
eyes were full of love as they looke<l into those of bis master, 
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but deatli was rapidly castinji: a veil over tlieiii; the poor aiii- 
lual was suH’eriiij»: terribly and the ^riin reai)er was losinu: no 
time in relieving the animal of bis suffering, dim jnessed 
Fii<lay to him, the doj^* ntteu^l a faint si^h and bis eyelids 
diekered and closed forever, dim- looked at the lifeless form 
that bad Ikhmi so full of enerj^y such a short time before, and it 
was Iben that he saw the sij^niticance of the words, ‘‘Greater 
love hath no man than tliis, that he lay down his life for a 
friend.-’ 


A Story with a Hidden Moral 

.1. B., '^O. 

PRKLrOE. 

This story deals with the ‘‘atrocious crime of beinjj: a yonn" 
man,” and the hard-heartedness of teachers of onr ]>resent 
time. It is to impiove this situation that I write this story. 

STORY. 

YOUNG man of moderate character and ])ossessed 
with the energy of a mnle, had tinishe<l the ]nd)lic 
schools and was preparing to enter one of the higher 
schools. In looking around, Knnlf Goodman found a school 
that suited him ])erfcctly, in that it had the reputation of har- 
boring boys of gentle sentiments and mild action. At home 
Knntf lunl gotten along all right, /. c., he had managed to go 
throngh Sunday on his Satniday night nickel, but at school 
he did not do so well, and he often came home telling of his 
mistreatment. But in spite of this he was able to keep ni) his 
studies to some degree. 

For live yeais he went to this school and had gotten to like 
it fairly well, but there was one teacher, I’rof. V. Batt, who 
<lrove Cicero into KnntUs non-receplive head with a method 
that wonhl have amaze<l Cicero himself, and who was always 
thinking of some ])nnishment to iiiHict on his ]nii>ils which 
would he more cruel than the one i)receding. Yon can imagine, 
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then, how the situation was in regard to Emitf, who had for 
five years borne all ininishnients witli the fortitude of a Spar- 
tan and the haggard look of a convict upon his manly brow. 
Now, the professor had seen Kniilf look at his wrist watch, 
which was against all rules, the day before, and tlie professor 
determined to tuiii EnulLs very soul to deadened ashes and 
his lieart to beating backward. After he had thought on this 
subject for probably half a day, a smile crept across his auto- 
cratic features and he arose with the satisfaction of a man 
who had done a mighty service to his country, and saying to 
himself, “Ah, this punishment shall beat them all. I will get 
him now!’ And he laughed the laugh he was wont to laugh 
when bent on that akin to minder. Accoidingly, on the next 
day he called Enuff to him ami spoke to him with a teacher's 
characteristic style, and along this line: “Emitf, I well know 
the virtues that are in yon and the faults which hamper your 
progress, and 1 have, from ex])ei ience, found that you greatly 
lack that essential thing to education— the ability to write 
stoiies. It is to remedy this that I have called you before me 
today.-’ Here the fiendish grin overswept his face as he said, 
“So 1 want yon Jo write ami bring to me a story toniorr — ” 
Here his sikh^cIi was intenuptcil by a heart-breaking cry, 
and the professor looked up in time to see Enntf throw up his 
hands and sink to the floor. His face was white, his eyes lost 
their lustre, and he seemeil miserable beyond ilescription. This 
scene affected the iron-hearted professor in a strange way; he 
leveised his whole piactice of ciuelty and there came a change 
over him as he looked upon this wrecked piece of humanity. 
From that time the ju’ofessor became a good and gentle man, 
and since then he has never men fined story- writing, and Enntf 
is now iloing well and boasts that he will graduate in the 
course of a few more years. 



1919 FOOTBALL TEAM 

Top Row (Left to Right) — Jones, Srygley, Riggle, Hubbs, Currey, Stumb, Kuhn. Curtis, Taylor (coach). 

Bottom Row (Left to Right)— Templeton. Baird. Remy. Hart. King. Reeves; small hoy in center, John Ball, mascot. 




Top Row (Left to Right) — Jones, Srygley, Riggle, Hubbs, Currey, Stumb, Kuhn, Curtis, Taylor (coach). 

Bottom Row (Left to Right) — Templeton, Baird, Remy, Hart, King, Reeves; small boy in center, John Ball, mascot. 


Petrova’s Sacrifice 

W. E. ].<()WE^ '20. 

^7^K()^'A was a beautiful Knssiaii maiden wlin HvcmI in 
Petroj»:iad at the bef^innino of the world war. She was 
one of 1bo.se rare Knssian blo.ssoins that are so famous 
for Iheir native charm as well as their snperb beauty and 
tij»:ni e. She was the only chi hi of a ]>easant workman who 
labored in a f»Teat spinning' factory close 1o their home, and 
M’hen she was old enough she also accepte<l a jmsition there. 
Petrova’s father was very po<n* and his family livisl in a 
wretched condition. It is line Petrova tried to bri^^hten up 
and wear resjiectable garments at her work, so that she was 
really very ideasin^; to look at, but back at home the true 
conditions were only too visible. 

They lived in a very uninvitinj»: hut furnished with rude 
furniture which the father him.self had made. 

They received a mere juttance for a salary at the end of 
their lonjr day's labor. Allhouo:h the wa^a^s were extremely 
meajrer, the famih^ by livin^: economically could have live<l 
very well. Hut each ni^dit after sujijk*!* the father went to 
the nearest «>:in .sho]) and spent a j»:oodly part of his earniiif^s 
for voilka, the national drink. As a result, when meal time 
came the bill of fare was generally butter and rye bread. 

One cold day the news came to the factory that the man- 
ager hail died of old age. There was .secret rejoicing among 
the workmen becau.se the old man had used every .system po.s- 
.sible to keep his laborers under control and make ab.solute 
slaves of them. They would have left long before, but they 
did not know wliere they could find better conditions, so there 
was nowhere ebse to go. Hy the terms of the will the factory 
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trate for tlie next drive. Tliis undoubtedly saved tbe Allies, 
for the (ierinans would have crushed France had the Kiissiaus 
not diverted attention to themselves. The Oernians, now 
stronfi:ly reinforced, attacked the Russians and then occurred 
some of the most bitter fii^htinj:: of the war. 

While most has been said and written of tbe war in the 
west, it nowhere approached that in the east for dashing? bril- 
liancy and military j^lamonr. It was a j^rim contest of en- 
durance and determination. Sometimes a j^reat battle lastcMl 
for weeks and resulte<l in ^aininji; or losinj^ only a few feet 
of trench. In the east |2:reat battles were won and lost in a 
single day. 

Some of the charges made by tbe Russian Cossacks afjjainst 
the Germans have never been surpassed. But in spite of their 
bravery Djansky’s men were compelled to withdraw. Severe 
hand-to-hand fij»:hts took j)lace, and in all these Djansky tig- 
111 cd iirominently. But their discipline was bad, their ammu- 
nition and eipiipment worse, so they were jj^radiially forced 
back until they came to an old trench that had Ikhmi diij^ 
j>reviously. Here Djansky oidereil his men to hold their own. 
The Germans advanced and ]K)ured into the trench by hiin- 
dreils. A general hand and bayonet tij^ht occurred. After 
van([uishinj!: threi? or four of his enemies, Djansky ha])pened 
to j^lance over his shoubler and perceived a laruje German 
bear in**: down upon him with his jj:un ]H)ised as a club. By 
releasing!: his ^\m he was barely able to elude the blow of the 
German. Fortunately the ^iin was thrown from his hands by 
its force and the two men found themselves enj^a^eil in deadly 
combat with their hands only. 

Djansky was a powerful man, six feet in heijj^ht, and tipped 
the scales at two hundred jioiinds. He was lonji:-limbed and 
his muscles were as toii^h and stroii" as oak withes. In fact, 
he was hardly to be equaled in Russia for physical ]>rowess. 
But his anta«:onist was a very jj^iant of a man. A native of 
Briissia, he was at least six fcnid and six inches tall, and must 
have weij^hed two hundred and fifty pounds. For several min- 
utes the outcome was in doubt, but finally the Brussian backeil 
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Djnnsky over a dead body, tripping? liiiu and IliroAvinj^ liiin 
fall leiijjjth upon tlie eartb. A ^leaiii of tiiiiin])]i shot into the 
Prnssiairs eye as bis tinjjers closed upon the throat of his 
enemy. It was a sti\ijj:j»le between Teuton and Slav. By a 
(piiek snake-like inoveinent Djansky turned the Brnssian under 
him, and eatehinj; his head in his hands, ^ave it a ]K)werful 
wrench. The Prnssiairs neck was broken and he died in- 
staidly. As Djansky was ji^ettinjj: nj) a Avoiinded German shot 
him in the le»:, shattering? the bone. Bein«? iiidit for further 
service he Avas sent home. He resumed his visits to the fac- 
tory and to si^e Petrova. He conferred many benefits upon 
lier father and the other men. P»iit they no lon<?er seemed like 
the same men. They were nnle and disobedient. Stran<?e men 
came and talked with them frecpiently. At last one nij?ht he 
went to see Petrova, Petrova, who had ]:rayed for him each 
iii^lit while he was away. Tliey were talking? of a new move- 
ment that had just started call(*d Bolshevism. He noticed 
Petrova’s father was absent, but he snp])osed he had »:one to 
the }?in house. Finally he took his leave ami started home. 
He had not ^oiie far when he was sei/xMl by a score of rude 
men, a rope was tied around his neck and lie was le<l back 
down the street. Petrova, hearinj? the noise, jieered out the 
Avindow and com]n ehendeil the situation at a j»:lance, but she 
was farther horrified to see her father as the leader of the 
Bolsheviks. She rushed out and be^an to jdead in behalf 
of her lover, but her father, Avith a bloAV on the head, hnrh^l 
her ni:on the ^ronml. Five minutes later she saAV the lifeless 
body of Djansky hanj?inj? from a rafter of a house nearby. 
AVith an effort she stajiffjeriMl to a table, picked up a lonj? keen 
knife and plunged it into her heart. Thus Bolshevism had 
its very be^inninj? Avith a double tra<»:(Mly. 




Yellow and Red 

I?EKXAIII> rXDKIlWOOI)^ ' 20 . 

AKOIiDt </()RS<)X was llie littlo son of William Cor- 
son, tlu* “Sliipbnilder/’ llis fatlier died wlion lie was 
one year <dd and llai(d<l was bron^lit np in sewinc; 
circles and jdnk teas by bis mother, whose ambition was for 
Harold to be a social lion. 

At the ajre of seven Harold was sent to a ]nivate school, 
where only the children of the rich could attend. Harold was 
the ]nettiest child on the* hill whene he livtMl, so his mother 
thonj^ht. His mother had his nnise curl his hair eveiy nii»;ht 
and morniii”-, for she wanted her pet to be the jnettiest boy in 
the scho(d. The other boys called Harold “The Sissy,'’ because 
of his cnrly hair. 

He was jietted and ])ampered by his mother until the 
servants be.Lmn to hope that he would not want the moon, 
because he f^ot whatever he wanted. Mrs. Corson told her 
“Pet,'' as she called him, that l?e must not ti^ht with the other 
boys, as it was not nice and yonn^- gentleman did not tiu:ht. 
So when the other boys tea.sed Harold he only ran away. He 
was too jiroml to ti«*:ht. 

At the a"e of eii»hteen Harold was sent to dancing; school, 
where he learm*d to ilance. He was called the best dancer 
in his set, and was a fnll-Hed^ed “ladies’ man.’' He met Hetty 
Roberts at dancinji; school, who he said was the f!:irl of his 
dreams. Harold, however, had a rival in his love affair. 
Hack Howell was a rival that would not ^ive np a ^rl he love<l 
without a strnf2:<*:le. 

When Harold reached the aj!:e of twenty-one his mother 
bonj!:ht out a bi^^ department store and made Harold manaji^er. 
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He liad a fjood business, for all the ^irls wanted to buy their 
wares from such a pretty boy. 

But when the trouble with Mexieo broke out all of the 
boys in Harold’s set were joininj*; the National Guard. He 
wanted to join, but be did not have the nerve. Betty bad 
urjjed bini to join, for she was a true-blue American jijirl, and 
be was on the ])oint of joining when bis motber interfered. 
She could not think of her boy fij:^btinj?. But when told 
that the National Guard would not liave to do any fij^btini?, 
and that her boy would look like an Adonis in a uniform, bis 
motber consente<l, so Harold joined the National Guard. 

At first all of the boys made friends with him and be 
was for the first time in bis life considered a real man. Every- 
tbinir went alonii: well until it be^an to look as tliouj^b the 
United States was f!:oin^ to declare war on Germany. These 
were weary days for Harold. Then tlie ‘‘Lusitania’’ was sunk 
and the National Guard was called out to be ready to to 
France if war was declared. 

War was declared and the men were j^oin" to camps every 
day. The iej»:iment that Harold belonged to was the Tbir- 
teentb, and was detailed to leave ten days after war was de- 
clared. 

Durinji: the days i>revious to her son’s departure ^Irs. Cor- 
son and her ])et made a call on the family lawyer to ji:et Harold 
out of the National Guar<l. By a lot of red tai)e Harold "ot 
bis discharge tbiougb Washington on the night before the 
day of departure. 

There was to be a meeting of the regiment at the armory 
on this particular night, and Harold went with bis discharge. 
He went stiaigbt u]» to the (’olonel without saluting and began 
searching for his discharge. The (’olonel expected a salute 
from Harold, and when he did not get any he cried out in a 
very indignant manner, “Sir, why don’t you salute your suiie- 
lior otticer?” 

“Because you are not my superior. My discharge, (’(donel,” 
said Harold, as he handed over his jiapers. The Colonel, after 


MONTGOMERY BELL BULLETIN 


31 


readiiijr them over, turned to Harold and sai<l, ''So yon are not 
goin^^ to camp, eh?’’ 

"No,” said Hai old. 

'‘Why not?” rej)lie<l the Colonel. 

"Because I have a hnsiness to look after.” 

Ihis talk had attracted some of the hoys ami a big hunch 
had gathered aronnd Harold and the tV)lonel, among whom 
was Buck Howell and a few hoys of Harold's set. 

"Business, nothing.”' said the Colonel. '‘Yon're yellow, 
Harohl (\)rson, yellow; a coward. I thought yon had lost all 
of yonr hahy ways, hut 1 see yon have not. Make way, hoys, 
for the coward to get out.” 

With head lowered Harold walked ont of the armory. Many 
voices whispered "Yellow I” in his ear as he passeil, hnt he was 
a horn cowaid and could not help it. 

Harold went home and to hed. The next day when he got 
np the '‘Thirteenth” had entrained and was on its way to cam]). 
The hntler hronght Harold a letter, while he was dressing, 
which he tore oi)en and began to read at once. 

This is what he read : '‘IMease consider onr engagement 
hioken, as 1 do not care to marry a coward,” signed "Betty.” 
This made Harold sick. He went down to breakfast, only to 
drink a cnp of coffee. 

After breakfast, while talking with his mother, a large 
package came for Harold. On opening it he found it to he 
a big blue-eyed doll, holding a letter in her hand. He read 
these words at once, '‘For the sissy.” This made him furious, 
and he turned on his mother with, "See here, you’re the cause 
of my getting these letters; you're the cause of my being the 
laughing stock of the town. Every one calls me a coward, 
which I am, and you are the cause. You taught me never 
to tight, you kei)t me in the house all of the time, and now I 
am going out to be a real man.” 

Harold went away that morning. He did not take a hand- 
bag; he took nothing. He went away with an aristocratic 
look. He wore good clothes and was clean shave<l. Where he 
went no one knows, but after seven months he came back. 
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It was one nij^ht about eijj:bt o\lock. The butler was sick 
ainl it was tbe cook's ainl maid's niLdit out. Mrs. ('orsoii was 
reading:: in tbe library when she beard the door bell. She laid 
her l)ook aside and went to o]Km the door to see who it was. 
When she opened the door she nearly screamed of frij^ht. 
Befoie her stood the tonj^hest looking tiamp that she had 
ever seen in a ]nctnre show, llis clothes were torn, his shoes 
were full of holes and his beard had jijrown ont an inch or two. 
]^lrs. ('orson conld not think who it was until the tramp spoke 
to her. 

“Mother, I've come back," said the tramp. 

“My boy’.'" said his mother, and canj^ht him in her arms. 
After mnch embracinj; they went into the house. 

“How dirty and tonj^h yon look. I will ^et yon ont some 
clean linen,’’ said his mother. 

“Yes, mother; 1 <lo look ton^h ami dirty. 1 have had some 
hard times in compierin^ my one p-eat weakness, bnt I have 
been victorious, and tomoriow 1 am ^oinj;- to join the Aviation 
Corps as a cadet and do my bit for Uncle Sam.” 

True to her word, ^Irs. Corson p)t ont her son's clean linen 
and clothes, and in an hour and a half from the time Harold 
came in he had changed from a tiami> to a gentleman. After 
tellinj^ his mother all he liad ji:<me thron^di he retired to a 
much neiHled rest and did not awake until late the bdlowini^ 
morninji:. 

Harold woke np the next morninjj: to tind himself in a new 
world. Everybody was happy and Betty ha<l called up to see 
how he was. Betty, his mother and Harold had luncheon, and 
after luncheon Harold went down town to enlist. 

He enlisted and after three days left for camp. He was 
very happy, for that mornin*; he had put another en} 2 :aji:ement 
rini^ on Betty's tinjjfer. 

Arrivinj 2 [ in cain|> Harold followed the other men and lound 
out what to do. After a few days of drills and talks Harold 
was taken up iu an aero])laue. He soon won his wiujjjs and 
was iiunle a tirst lieuteuaut. Then he, with teu thousand other 
birdiueu, left for France. In j?oiu*( over Harold asked some 
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of the frieiulty {bailors if the Thirteenth Repnient of National 
Guard had ^one over yet. 

‘‘Yes,” said one, “we took them on onr last trij).” | 

Harold j::ot to France without any excitin»: incidents coni- 
injr n|), and was sent at once to a training!: camp. After staying? 
in the cam,]) three months he was sent to do real work over 
the tirinjx line. j 

Six months had j)assed since Harold came to France. He i 

had won distinction enonj^h for any man. He wore the Croix 

de Gnerre and the insijjnia of a ca])tain. | 

Dnrinjj: the German's last offensive the ThirttHmth Rei>:i* 
ment was out in No Plan’s Land. They had been ti»»htinj^ for 
forty-ei^ht hours without food or sleej). It was durinji: a clash 
with the German rei^iments that they ran out of ammunition. 

The Germans, ipiick to see anything like this, starte<l in to de- 
stroy the rej;iment, when the proi)eller of an aerojdane was 
heard by the Americans. Down, down it dived, cuttiiii^ down 
the ranks of the Germans all the tini/t‘ with the machine 
So (piickly was this done that the Germans took to their heels. 

The aviator started up aj^ain, but his ])lane took a nose dive 
towar<l the earth and went to s])l inters. 

The men of the Thirteenth hnrrie<l to the ])lane to j?et the 
j)ilot out before he was burned to death in the Haines. They 
succetMled in j>:ettin^ him out all rij^ht, but what they saw 
shocked them. It was Harold, the “Sissy,” and he had saved 
their lives. The Colonel shook hands with him and asked for 
his story. After hearing!: this, the Colonel said, “Well, you 
surely are not a coward, but the kind it is froinj;: to take to win 
this war.” Harold had made j?ood. 
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The Coward 

Earl Shell, '20. 

KT out of the house, you eowaid, nud never let me see 
y(ni a^ain I” These were the words which two years 
a^o had broken up our home. It was our father who 
said them, and he was speakinji; to Hob, our youngest brother, 
and the pet of the family. The cause of these rash woids was 
that Hob had been caught by the ]K)lice in a ^amblin^ house 
tlie ni^ht before and would likely have been jdaced in jail if 
it had not been for the kind heart of the chief of police, who 
respected the Major, as Dad was called, too highly to send his 
son to jail for a l>etty otfense. When Hob had arrived home 
Dad ^ave him the instructions which I mentioned before. I 
cannot exj»ress the j^rief which this act caused my other 
brother and me. Hob was loved by us as only a youn«^er 
brother can be loved. Of course, he had many faults, chief 
amonjj: them beinj^ that he had a care free disposition, but 
some of his morals were very hi«»:h. That is why lie was so 
keenly hurt when Dad liad called him a coward, because Hob 
had always rejj^arded a coward as the most contemptible crea- 
ture on earth, and he had never beim calle<l one l>efore. 

Well, we did our best to smooth things over with Dad, but 
it availed us nothing. Hob left the next morning and we never 
saw him afi:ain for a year. 

Shortly after this Dad was aj)]>ointed Colonel of the town's 
reijiment and my brother and I enlisted in it. In nine months 
we were seeing service in France, and there is where we saw 
Hob next. 

The men to our ri^ht had made an attack during the nif?ht 
in order to j^;et rid of a nest of machine pinners which ha<l 
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been i)i'ovinji: very troublesome to us duriiiji: the last few days.' 
Two tanks bad aecompanied the men, and with the help of 
these the nest was thoroughly cleaned out. After the men 
came back everythin^: was nnnsnally (piiet and we were 
afforded the most i»eacefnl thiee hours of sleej) we had had 
dnrinj*; the whole time we had been in the front line trenches. 
But just at daybreak Fritz" opene<l u]) a bombardment which 
bronj»ht ns all out of onr bunks. What we saw sickened ns. 
One of the tanks which had participated in the raid was stand- 
inj? motionless only a hundred yards from onr lines, and it 
was receiviiifi: a terrific rain of machine <^\m bullets, while an 
occasional bij:^ shell would crasli close by as the bi«( jxnns 
started timlin^ the ranji^e. A rumor went down the lines that 
the tank was out of petrol, and this rumor was soon verifitHl 
when two men leajK*d out of a trench a luindred yards from 
ns with lar^e buckets in their hands, which we knew contained 
the precious fuel. One ]»oor fellow ran only ten yards, but the 
other one seemed blessed with uncanny luck as he raced toward 
the tank. \\ hen he was about five yards from the stranded 
monster he was hit, but he stumbled on until he i*eached his 
destination, where a pair of strong’ arms reached out and 
drew him and his ]necinns bnulen inside. In a moment the 
huge movinji: fortress had started on its homeward jonrney. 
AVhen it reached onr trench and its occn]nnits started filinji: out 
of it onr men cheered lustily for them, because they had ^one 
thronj»h a j^^reat deal in the last few hours, and when the one 
wlio had saved theii* lives was carricMl out a roar went up 
from them which must have made the bijj: Iterthas jealous over 
there behind the Oerman lines. When he was laid on the 
j»:ronnd near ns we could tell by his bloody clothing? that he 
was severely wounded, if not dead. As the snrj^eon wiped 
some of the blood from his face we leco^nized him instantly. 
It was Bob. Ilis eyes were open, butdie seemed to set? nothing? 
until Dad canjjht him up in his arms. On reco^n^nizinji^ Dad 
his eyes lit up and the old familiar smile came to his face. 
Dad could say nothin^*;, but he criiMl like a baby as he held 
Bob close to him. Tears rolletl down the hardened faces of 
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where there was a erowd of loafers, and tell lliein about his 
fall and his eoon. 1 also knew that by the time he reached the 
store it would he about tive or six coons, for Joe liked to ex- 
a^jjerate. 1 went with him, however, ami when we f^ot there 
we found the usual crowd of loafers and one straiif^er. After 
bnyiiij? a sack of tobacco Old Joe sat down and, as I ex- 
]>ec1ed, bejj^an tellin "them about the live coons and three 
’jmssnms he had can"ht in a two hour hunt. All the crowd 
listened attentively, especially the stranj];er. When Old Joe 
was thron"h the stranger walktMl ii]) to him and said, “Do you 
know who I am?’’ Then he adde<l, “1 am the f^ame warden.” 
“Boss, does yon know who 1 is?” said Old Joe. The ^ame 
warden replied that he didn't. Then said Ohl Joe, “Ise the 
bijrgest liar in this country I” Amid much lanjjjhter Old Joe 
I'ose and, mumbling* somethin" about stranj»;ers, left hur- 
riedly, j!:oini>: home. 


BRAINS. 

G. R. GILLESPIE, ’21. 

A fish cruised around in a deep shady pool, 

Glancing up now and then at the bank. 

And he wore round his mouth something much like a smile. 
As if he’d been up to some prank. 

“They call me a ‘Sucker,’ and all easy marks 
That fall for just any old scheme 
Are named after me, though ’tis oftentimes true 
I am not the fool that I seem. 

“All the brains in the world don’t belong to a few, 

Nor does wisdom all come from a book. 

Though he has fished for one hour, that Nut doesn’t know 
I have swiped all the bait off his hook.” 
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The Prodigal 

A COXDENSLI) Ti:X-CENT NOVEL 

lluoii E. Keams^ '20 


L()X(J, lieavily-Ioaded freij*:lit train wound its way 
alonji: a ronf»ii, inonntain railroad in the West. In 
daylig:ht an airplane view of it would have resembled 
a loiij; an^le worm scpiirmin^* its way in and out anion^ the 
hills. This particular time heiiifi: at nij>ht, howcwer, only a 
tlare of yellow li^ht, followinj*: a very twisted path, feelinji: the 
way for the engines eonld have been s(*en. 

A man eanie down a narrow dirt road, whieh ran at ri^lit 
anjjles with the railroad. He walked hurriedly until he nc^ared 
the track, then, as he slowed nj», he ‘’lanced anxiously to the 
ri^bt and to the left, and then np to the tank where all passing 
trains were snpjdic‘d with water. 


He tniiu’d (piickly, as he heard the low, wailing whistle of 
the oncoming freight, and walked perhaps an eighth of a mile 
in that direction, along the edge of the track in a ]>ath, through 
the sag(*hrnsh. Hme he haltc’d, jnst as the headlight sent its 
searching yellow streak <lown from between two hills into the 
level ch*aring ahead. 


It there lunl been anyone farther down the path he would 
have .seen, silhouetted against the light, a tall, rather thin 
figure of a man, wearing a clo.sc’-titting, black coat, a sombrero, 
riding imnts and leather ]mttees. A red bandana was tied 
loos('ly around his neck. When the light shone fall on him, it 
revealed a snn-bronzed, but strong and determined face. For a 
moment he Avas n.sing his hat as a. fan, Avhich .showed his 
straight hlack hair, lying smoothly back on his hemd, a])par- 
ently Avell-brnshed. 
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The tTeij::lit luinbled slowly on <lown the track, the enji^ine 
putting ainl snorting past tinally came to a standstill by the 
tank, leaving the middle of the line of box cars near where the 
stranger stood. AValking in betw(^*ii two of the cars, he set- 
tled himself somewhere in the coupling, and lay back against 
the end of them comfortably. lie was so rested and so nearly 
asleep that in a very few minutes, when the train, with a jerk, 
started on its way, he almost lost Ids balance. 

Once again he lost consciousness, after the old freight haa 
begun rocking away fairly easily on its course. lie was oii 
the verge of a dream, when loud voices just above awakened 
him. It seemed that a brakeman had come across another jms- 
.senger, and was not as hospitable to him as he might have 
been. Anyway, he was using some very forceful language to 
aid him in making it clear that he wished the bum to “leave 
this *ere Pullman in a hnrry,-' as he jnit it. 

“We done had all the hoboin' on this line we’re agoin’ to, ’ 
he said; “git olf -fore I kicks you ott.’^ 

can’t git off, an’ us agoin’ twenty miles an’ hour, less you 
stops; besides, if you didn’t know Pd dropped me gnu, ye 
wouldn’t be a askin’ me to.” 

“Em])ty handiMl air ye’:* Well that’s a good thing. I’m 
givin’ ye ten seconds to git a move on ye.” 

The ]K)or tram]) started toward the other end of the car 
and was on the first rung of the iron ladder, when something 
made him look back. 

^‘Droj) your gun,” yelled a figure coming uj) over the end of 
the car behind the railroad emj)loyee. The brakeman turned, 
and finding himself covered with a six-shooter, lowered his own 
and let it fall to the roof of the car. 

‘Throw u]) your jiaws, jrardner.” Then he turned to tfie 
tram]), and said : 

“You may have his gun ; come and get it.” He turned again 
to his frightened ca])tive and continued: “Now, look here, 
we’re not harming a blamed thing on this freight; you go on 
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where you belong; keep out of our way ami mind your own 
business. A'aiiioose 

Tlie tramp had stooped to ])ick up tlie hrakeman’s gun and 
missed the telegrapli wires, wliieh struck the stranger on the 
hack of the neck and threw him forward on his face to the 
roof of the car, where lie lay unconscious. 


Miien oarringron .Morton waked he was lying under a tree, 
his head resting on a root. Day was just breaking, and he .saw 

the tramp whom he reniemhereil having .seen .sometime he 

couldn't remember clearly, when, nor where, nor— anything" 
He could open only one eye; the other was rudely handagH 
with a handkerchief which wasn’t i lean. His neck was still, 
and his chin hurt when he tried to talk. 

"Where — the deuce — am 1 T’ he stammered. 

The tramp came to where he lay and told him of his acci- 
dent, adding. "I u.sed them guns uv yores as a persuader, and 
tol 'em I had to git a friend off'n the train; they linallv guv in 
and stopped, .so I brung you here. It’s a collide o’ miles to 
IMainsville, where there’s a horspilal. I — I’m goin’ to take you 
to it. You’re done up pretty bad, pardner; 1 ’lowed your neck 
was shore broke fer a while.” The speaker walked off a little 
distance and .sat down on a rock, putting his face in his hands. 
He had a worried look, and apparently something was weigh- 
ing heavily upon his mind. 

AfU*r a while he got np determinedly and walkwl back to 
the injured man who had lain very still as if he were aware of 
iiotliiiijy. 

“Stranger,” he said, “you don’t know me, and I don’t know 
you. There’s a iienitentiary sentence waitin’ fer me in thet 
Iilace.” iiointing to the town. “Mebbe I wasn’t to blame— but 
it don’t matter, now; you saved my life and you’re out o’ luck 
now. .so I’ll play sipiare; I’ll jday .sipiare!” ' 

The man lying on the gioiind had evidently taken this in. 

“The— hell— you will,” he muttered. “Leave me here and 
beat it-beat it, I say!” He lay back again, unconscious from 
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the exertion of talkinj*;. The tramp lifted him up and resumed 
the journey toward the town. 

IMainsville was wakinj»' itself from a long night of sleep, 
and only a few men were astir, among whom, however, was the 
sheritf of the county. He was walking slowly toward the busi- 
ness section of the town, when there staggert^l into view up the 
main street a grizzle<l and ragged looking vagabond, carrying 
a seiMiiingly lifeless body across one shoulder. 

The sheriti; feeling it his duty to investigate, walked up 
very importantly and impiired: “Who's that you've got, Sam 
bo? Huh? Somebody you've done up?" 

'^Naw, sub, he's a feller T found hurt out at Hawkin’s 
Curve. 1 reckon he inust'a fell ort'ii the clilf," returned the 
tramp, trudging along without stopj)ing or even turning his 
head toward the sherilf, who, after carefully looking him over, 
said, “That's a likely story, and I'm sure I believe it; don't T 
now? Hello, here! You look like a certain gent we've been 
looking for. And here you've got yourself another charge to 
settle. But you're a game one to come right to us, thougli. 
Sui>pose you stop here and take a rest— you look tired," he tin- 
isluHl, pointing to the station house where ju isoners were kei)t. 

“When I get’s this feller to thet horspital yonder, T stops 
not befol 'X advises you not to bother me till I does get 
him there." 

“Oh, well, all right; I'll just go along with you — ^,you 
mightn't know the way back." 

They i)roceeded in silence to the hospital, where the tram|>’s 
burden was left in charge of an interne, to whom was im])arted 
the same bit of uncertain information concerning it. 

From there the juisoner walked slowly back to the jail, 
with Ihe oflicer, where he was given a cell and this information: 
“Guess this'll be your home till court meets, in about a month." 
When his breakfast was brought, an hour later they found him 
on the small cot in the corner, asleep and snoring loudly. 

Some three weeks later a fine looking, stylishly dressed 
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The Change in Count Von Warveld 


liicHARD Metcalf^ TD. 


HAD not seen Count von Warvehl since we had been 
scliool mates at Oxford five years ago. Therefore when 
I handed liini iny cre<lentials a*s American liason ofticer 
1 was not pre]>arcd for the terrific change in him, althongli he 
Avas the youngest Colonel in the Belgian army — a change 
which was not i»hysical except that his hair had turned en- 
tirely white and his eyes had a sort of blue diamond-like ex- 
]>ression in them; a change that was not mental, for there was 
not lost to him that alert intelligence which he had formerly 
used to invent all sorts of new ])ranks and which had made 
him famous at Oxford as the hei*o of so many ridiculous esca- 
j)ades. It was evidently a sj>iritual change. Although j)er- 
fectly cordial, he was taciturn and grim and industrious as a 
bee. My curiosity was greatly aroused to know what had 
wrought so tremendous a revolution in his character. 

About a week after my arrival (during which time he treated 
me almost like a stranger) Ihe Boche raided our trench ami 
1 hapiHuied to s<ive the Count's life. After that he loosened 
up to me and at the end of a month, when after a short rest 
we were again at the front, he told me his story. 

It was an oppressively hot and an oi)pressively dark night 
in August. We two sat at the door of the headcpiarters dug- 
out, and as I listened to his words by the weird light of the 
star shells and the rundde of a bombardment which was hurl- 
ing to his death many a poor fellow — as we well knew it 
might us at any time — by these things his words were so im- 
pressed on the tissues of my brain that I write them as he 
said them ami without etfort on my part. 

‘^Vs you well know,” began he, was never a very serious 
youth, but one much inclined to have his own way, whatever 


MONTGOMERY BELL BULLETIN 


45 


the eoiiseiiiiences, j>r()vi<]e<l some iiioinentaiy pleasure was 
amoii^ them. I need not tell yon of the many i)ranks I was 
enjj:age(l in nor the many scrapes I was ])nlled ont of at Oxford, 
hnt after we received onr decrees I took about a dozen of my 
boon companions and went to Paris to celebrate. I then took 
them home' with me to recu] aerate. 

‘‘We have a lej^nlar mediaeval castle, yon know — ])ort- 
cnllis, drawbridge, moat and all, and last, bnt not least, 
jthosts. From my earliest childhood I had heard of their 
<loin^s, of shrouded ti^nies <;lidin<»' down the corridors, of 
clanking chains in the cellars, of Inminons eyi*s jieeiinj!; from 
the depths of some <lark chamber, ami of i>:roans resonndinjj: 
thion^h the castle in the watches of the nifj:ht. 

“But I, having;: never witnessed any of these wondeis nn"- 
self, jnit little stock in th.em, and it was with no misgivings 
that my merry com]ianions and 1, as a linal carouse, brontdit 
np six dozen bottles of mv father's oldest wine and made the 
old walls ring again to the sound of onr drunken levels. 

Now, whether it was due to some ghostly contrivance, or 
simply to my strong constitution, I can't say, bnt at any rate 
I know that before mi<l night I had sncceeiled in drinking 
every man of them under the table, and wasn't very drnnk at 
that. 

‘‘When I found that my latest toast, which was a general 
health to the castle's ghosts, was answered imly by a chorus of 
snores, f rose and looked at 1113' watch jii ejiai alory to sum- 
moiling the servant to jmt mv guests to bed. 1 was surprised 
to find that it was only two minutes to twelve. By the bell 
rope hung a life-sized portrait of one of mv ancestors. I hap- 
pencil to glance at it, and, as I live, its eyes were alive and 
staring at me. I was .so horritied that I was for the moment 
as though turned to stone. I then remembered that 1 had been 
drinking and that 1 must be seeing things. Upon thinking of 
this I laughed at myself and took another look. ]>nt as mv 
eyes met those of the portrait the langh died on m\^ lips and 
1 felt cold chills inn nji and down mv spine. I took a firm 
grip on m3\self and stared at those terrible eyes a moment, try- 
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ii.« to .C.sou .nysolf i„t,> helievioff tl.af I see wl.at I 

M.l see I I, el, eve I lia.l j„st fo, „,e.l the lesoluti,,,, of laouat- 

v" 

of I 't* kist hell sounded it stHMiied to iiiciease instead 

0 decrease volnn.c Tln> character of the sonn.l chan^t 
n a k,nd of dankinff. The noise a|.,n-oache,l, the .loors were 

open and walked the oddest assortment of ohsoletc* 

Tent • ••<-<l heare,l man dressed in the ancient 

utonic fjarl, of Oesar’s time, at their head. The others were 
diessed ,n eve.y known style f,om that time to this. The 

woie. \Ian.^ ot them weie ,,nite familiar to me, for their like- 
nesses ha, I lon« hnnj, in onr family ..ort.ait nailery ami elm. 

from his^n r liviiifreyes, lie stepjied down 

^ " ''ieh must have contained 

e ames, «.,|ked to the end of the apartme.it and a.-ranm-d 

1 en,selves a,„nm| their re,l-hcar,Ie,l lea.Ie,-. He in -. voice 
«h.(h .shook the Moo,-, .sn.nmoned ...e to hi.., ‘to answer for thv 

i dZ- "*is tin,.- „.y cnotions 

•d h,-cn d,. de,l hetween ,„,iosity, fear and a .sense of the 

(tei i,ni,oss,h,l,ty of the whole alfai,-. Itnt now as th-.t di-e-.d 

:'::sT.;d“t Tr 

Sna,.,li„^. it in earnest. 

‘-I confess that I have often hem p,-,,,,.] of the nnn.her 
of my a„cesto,.s. hnt that ni^ht I heartily wisl.e,! I had feJer 
as , ohed.ence to his con„na,„| I walked to within ten ,mees 
Ot the red-heiirded spirit. * 

Klleness and dcha„che,y, wastel that life whid, we we.-e the 

iZs“h,"th'r,I,',Tv^t, 

What hasMho,,\o s,,;ZXsdf- 
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‘Only this/ said I, now fully convinfed that the ghosts 
were no hallneinations, ‘that I am fjfnilty/ At this speech iny 
unearthly visitants swined to confer in whispers. Aj^ain the 
leader spoke, ‘Hear, then, thy sentence, and take care that 
thou olfendest not a^ain : Thou art <loonied to lose what thou 
lovest the best. Thou are doomed I doomed I doomed and in 
chorus they all rej>eat(*d after him, hloomed I doomed I doomed 
I fell on my knees and cried to them to have mercy on me, for 
I instantly knew that it must he my father to whom they 
referied, for whom could I love like him? As I entreated they 
faded from my sij»ht and the door opened and the butler en- 
tered with a telej;ram on a tray. As though in a frenzy I 
s])i an^ forward, seized and oj»ene<l it. My father had suddenly 
died of heart disease in Petersburg. AVhen I read that fatal 
messaji:e my brain seemed to take lire and then to become 
ice, and 1 fell on the floor bedside the still snorinj^ forms of my 
drunken comi>anions. 

“It was a terrible lesson,'^ said Count von AVarveld, “but 
one which I learned well, for never since I recovered from the 
brain fever which followed that awful niji^ht have I in any Avay 
failed of my duty, beiuji: well aware from exi)erience that 
always we are surrounded and watched by forms which we 
ourselves cannot see.’’ 


Ju^ a Hound 

Charles ^f. Moss^ '20. 



()X-CIIASIX(1 was underj^oinj? a renaissance in White’s 
Bend after a laj.'se of some years. The old fox-chasing 
hlood which had so long lain (piiet in the veins of its 
inhabitants was once more stirred by Adam Barnes’ two bea- 
gle hounds. 

They jum}K*d a gray fox on Buzzards’ Blurt’ in February as 
one of our last snows Avas melting away. They carried him 
out the WrM)ds Lot Ridge, across Wild Cat Ibdlow, around 
a wide circle in the bottoms, back up Splice AVood Hollow, 
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down lV)i»lai* Hollow Rid^^e and back across to the blniL catcli- 
iwfr him just as he reached the i>oint. 

Well, for the next few wt^eks all conversation was based 
on Adam's do^^s, Adam stnittin^: around like a turkey gob- 
bler. But that was not all; everybody j?ot a hound. Of course, 
Uncle Joe and I ha<l to have one. We sent all the wav to 
Illinois and bou^dit a bio* black and white hound with very 
lon<^ black ears reachin<»: about halfway to the ground. As 
he had very promising looks we counted hij»:h on the next 
Saturday night’s race. 

Satin day ni^dit came after much anxious waiting. We all 
met at the fi:ai> in Boplar Hollow Uuh^i^. Everybody turned 
his ihyr loose, the fox was jumped out on the rid^i^e a short 
distance, and away they went. 

Then the ar^niment started; everybody said his doj,^ was in 
the lead, hut I think I ncle Jo(‘ and 1 were the stronj^est de- 
baters. 

‘‘Listen there,'’ we would say, “Dontcha tliiidc we know that 
do^'s mouth?'’ 

ou fidlers ouj»hta biou^ht some sacks alon^Lj; to carrv 
them dojrs home in, ’cause if they follow ole Bruce they shore 
will hafta ilrop out,” we would tell them. 

They had ji:one behind the Blutf and thinj^s were quiet. Our 
attention was attracted by a noise down the hill a little wav 
in the bushes and leaves, and there before our eyes old Bruce 
^ot up, stretched himself in «i very unconcerned manner and 
rauj’^ht a tlea that was makinjj; its way down his sjiinal column. 

Everybody roaiiMl— but Uncle Joe and me. I looked at 
him, he looked at me. Then we both started for the cave on 
the other side of the hill. 


Two British soldiers entered a cafe in Jerusalem and asked 
for ^‘Turkey with Greece.” The waiter replied, ‘H am sorrv, 
but I can't Servia whereupon the soldiers cried anji:!^^, “Then 
brill*!: the Bosphorus.” The boss came and listened to their 
ijvicith, then he said, ^‘I hate to Russia, but I can't permit you 
to Roumania.” Then the soldiers left. 
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To the Soiiioi* Class: You liavo completed yoni* course 
at M. H. A. You have come from dilferciit jiarts of the city 
and dillereut families, you liave had different views of things, 
(here has been a diflerence between all of yon. You have betm 
])laced in the ‘‘melting ])oC’ of M. H. A. and you have come out 
the true Montgomery Hell graduate. 

You are now alumni of that insfitution, you have felt 
])T(uid to be students of Montgomery Hell Academy; you should 
be all the more proud to be alumni of that school; you are 
now memb(*rs of that gieat number of alumni who are making 
goo<l in the world. The alumni before you have set an exam])le 
for you by their living up to the ideals and iuincii)les that 
M. 1>. A. stands for. ^ on should set an example for the grad- 
uating classes that will follow you. 

Here's good luck to the Class of '101 


Some people brag too much about their ancestors. We 
have seen folks who seemed to th.ink that because their father’s 
aunt's mother's great-great-great-grandfather ha])i»ened to be 
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liviiiji: in En«j:lan(l when the Spanish Armada was destroyed 
they will be able to through life with everyone whisi)erinj? 
as they pass, “There’s so-and-so, one of his ancestors once tied 
the king's shoe.” 

It is all right to be ])rond of yonr ancestors, if they have 
achieved anything outside of being yonr ancestors; but don’t 
depend too innch on their recor<l to get yon there. Get busy 
and do something that will make yonr descendants brag about 
you. Then this blne-bloode^l nobility stnlT doesn’t get one any- 
where. William the Gompieror’s mother was a tanner’s daugh- 
ter. 


MOTHERS. 

This editorial <leals only with motheis; fathers need not 
apjdy for notice. 

Do yon fellows who are fortunate enough to have a mother 
know that she is the best friend you ever had and ever will 
have’:’ She loves you more than words can tell; she would 
sacrifice everything for you; she would kneel by your side 
if you were lying drunk in the gutter; she would be i>roud 
of you if you were the greatest man in the world. You can 
never repay your mother for what she has done for you. Too 
many boys go and get married without paying their mothers 
much attention. Marrying is all right, but yon should at least 
attempt to give yonr mother what is due her. We once heard 
of a man who watchtHl his motlier going to the poorhouse and 
remarked, ‘‘Mell, Eve gotten all the good out of her; she’s 
worth no more to me now.” In onr opinion the ex-Kaiser is 
an angel compared to that wretch. 

Try and live so that you will be a credit to your mother, 
not a reproach. Remember she loves you more than anyone 
ever will. 


^‘The more I stinly the world the more I am convinced of 
the inability of force to create anything durable. Alexander, 
Ctx'sar, Charlemagne and myself have founded empires, but 
upon what did these creations of our genius depend? They 
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(lei)en(l(Ml upon Force. Jesus Clirist founded his empire upon 
Love, and to this very day millions would die for Him." — 
XapoJvoti. 

Rememher that the Kaiser tri(Ml to compier the world by 
force and how he failed. Kememher that a doji; will respond 
more cheerfully to a kind word than to a kick or an act of 
force. The day of force is «»:one; the world moves forward, 
ami we leave tlie habits of former days behind us. Be cheerful 
and kind and j^eiitle, and you will j?et away ahead of the bully 
that tries to j*:ain his j?oal by force. 


‘‘The evil that men do lives after them; 

The jxood is oft interred with their bones.'^ 

— SJt<ikrHpcarc\*< "’^Julius Caesar/^ 

Such miji;ht have been the case in the days of the se\en- 
teenth century, but it isn't the case now. Some people read 
this ([notation and think there is no need of their doin^ S<><>d, 
as it will be buried with them, and if they do evil it will live 
after them, so they don't do anythin*?, and when they die they 
are forj?otten sure' enouj?h. Well, it is better to be forj?otteii 
than to be remember(*d by the evil you do; but the tiling is 
that you will he remend)ered if you do ^^ood. Then let's “j?et 
a move on'’ and do somethinj? that will make us so \>ell 
thouj?ht of that even the undertaker will he sorry when we die. 


Alexandre Dumas, the author, tells us that unknown daubers 
are to be femred more th.au known dan*?ers. Boys have to ])ass 
throu*?h a certain sta*?e of unknown danf»:ers and they should 
be careful. Don't monkey with something? you don't know 
anythiiif? about, you mij?ht be like the mouse that jjot too near 
the trap. 


Did you ever notice that the fellow who studies his lessons 
a little more than necessary is the one that wins the medal 
The man who doesn’t dro]) his [dek in the middle of the swing 
when the whistle blows is the one that gets to be the su[)erin- 
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teiulent; the person tliat keeps busy all tlie time, ami not just 
nt a (piarter to twelve and a (piaiter to six, is the one that 
becomes the president of the company. Do just a little more 
than yon are asked to do and yon will be well on yonr way 
to success. 


Stick to yonr work and do it (piietly. Remember that the 
man wlio talks eUxiiiontly alxmt jiateiit nuxlicines is rarely 
file iiiillioiiaire jiresiileiit of tlie eoinpaiiy. The deepest livers 
flow willi the least sound. 


THE PATRIOTIC LADY-LOVE. 

MERRILL MOORE. 

The doctor sat in his office chair, 

: While smoking a cigarette; 

'1 His face looked tired, his jaw looked limp, 

, And even his brow was wet. 

“Oh me,*’ he sighed, with a furtive glance 
ij At the door which stood ajar, 

I “I hope no patient may ccme today 

My needed rest to mar.” 

I I ve had more work these last few days 

Than is good for any man. 

So now while my chance is here, you see. 

I’ll get all the rest I can.” 

/ But while he rested a tapping noise 

I Was heard coming down the hall, 

|| And into the room that moment walked 

A young man whita as a pall. 

I ; His arms were bandaged with yards of cloth 

And he hobbled slowly in; 

j [ His face was scratched and his eyes were bruised, 

, The way he looked was a sin. 

I “Oh, where was the wreck?” the doctor asked, 

J As though he would make a pun; 

I The youth replied, “ 'Twas no wreck at all, 

I I called my lady-love ‘hun’!” 


iLl 



F. I. FluMi v lias to Iowa wlieie lie will be inilitaiy in- 
striK'toi* of tlie State Fniveisity. llis wife and son went with 
liiin. 

« « * 

Jndjj:e Fwinj>: recently ]>resente(l Lowe a book for jjjood 
attention in History o. We wisli to coni])linient Lowe on this, 
as we don't see how he did it, considering that the class is made 
up of such ineii as Hart, Stuinb, ('urtis, and Sharj). 

* * * 

We take jileasure in announcinjx that Wilbur C. Scusiug 
won the first prize in the hotly contested match in the His- 
tory o class for the best com])arison betwen Feter the (treat 
ami ('harlemaj^ne. 

# * * 

Merrill ^loore returned to the country on ^lay 1. He 
loved the cows ami chickens too much to remain in town, ami 
saiif?, ‘‘This isn't the life.’’ 

* * •» 

Jones has a serve that looks as if it mij^ht have been or- 
dered from Sears-Iioebuck. lOvery time Kemy hits tlie ball the 
school telescojie is called out. Si vi»:ley has made a reputation 
for himself by his ji!:reat industriousuess. ^lat thews has a 
form that would make Theda Hara j^reen with envy. When 
we think of the others seen on the couits we laut!:h so much 
we can't write anythinj^. 

♦ * * 

The foot races betwetm Fete Haird and Fayne have been 
the source of much bet tiny;. 
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Heard on tlie tennis courts: 

( nrtis: “Wliat’s the score 

Shell; “Thirty all/^ 

Curtis: “Jn whose favor i 

- ((rreat applause.) 

" IMsI'ul oZZ «n'T„IvT'',,»?“,i,e “r 

French. ^ niood in 


-1"", 

i, ,i„. C r:' 

llic iv..ikl„)iiM. c,r .ivrliF'i il„. I, l.iill i, 

■‘^n «ni( ient and ntf)ssv ‘irti 4 *h» i ^ 

-ent 1.V N.S. Ball n.a;iin. the 

>» 

te<Mhin» period ” and “how f turns thron^»:h the 

Tl.e auswe, ! , ' <.f ..nasslu.ppo.s,” 

iiately, (l,e names ini\(V's,TttTth^^^ 

•It'ist.uek l,y file' tollowiMfr’ 

eno„«l, t„ be plaffue.l bv the I f. / ' 

sett, in,. tbe.u nCIovI flir <l'-kesf ...eans „f 

one tire.” * f<ti.i\\ ami set tlie sti'aw 

‘•Tbri:;'::j.:;;‘7, ...is 

•"‘<1 ""> li.eir ,n,ns win, bnneset.” 

Hiibbs- ‘>1 ba',1 ' "‘"'Is?” 

J '.a,l some, bnt I ,li,,n-t ,.et to nse them.” 
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All alien wlio wanted to be naturalized was reiinifed to fill 
out a blank. Here is an extract from it: 

Name — M icbael Levinskey. 

Born — Yes. 

Business — Rotten. 

« * * 

Ri.i»:^le: ‘^And was my present a surprise to yonr sister 
^>mall Boy: ‘‘Betcba life I She said sbe never thought 
yonM give her anything so cheap.” 

♦ * ♦ 

^Ir. Ferguson: “Von can get rid of money awfully fast.” 
Jack: “That's right, bnt by getting rid of it (piickly I save 
lots of time, and time is money, yon know.” 

♦ * # 

If time is money, there are several boys in this school 
that are millionaires. The teachers gave it to them; we have 
awfully generous teachers at M. B. A. 

* ♦ ♦ 

Nichol : doiiM feel vv'ell this morning.” 

Hunt: “Where do yon feel worse?'’ 

NichoU “In school.” 

* * * 

Well-known sayings : 

“Payne did it.” 

e want order in here this jiei iod.” 

“T want yonr undivided attention.” 

“I'll say she <loes.” 

“There he is.” 

“I didn’t do anything.” 

“Somebody's throw'ing np here.” 

“You’re dismissed from class.” 

♦ # * 

A man w’as visiting at the Academy, and as he took a deep 
breath he remarked, “Isn't this invigorating?” Kehorn over- 
heard him and hastily replied: “No, sir; this is ^lontgomery 
Bell Academy.” 
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Kenny: ‘^Are you afraid of snakes?^’ 

^r. Anderson: “Well, I’m a little afraid of a rattler/’ 

Kenny: “Aw, I’m not talking? about your Hivver.” 

♦ * * 

derome Barr — owed a taek and is Owen Allen yet. 

* ♦ * 

^isitor: “What makes the baby cry?’’ 

Charlie Moss (hearing his new brother's wail): “lie 
doesn’t have to have an3dhin^ to make him eiy.” 

* « « 

Bat: “(limine a bar of soap, plaze.” 

Shojiman: “Yes, sir. Do you want it scented or un- 
seen ted?” 

Bat : “Aw, niver mind ; I’ll just take it wid me.” 

♦ * * 

An Irishman was speaking of the excellence of a telescojie. 
“Do you see that small speck on yonder hill? Thot is my ])i^, 
though he is hardly to be seen, but when I look at him wid me 
jj:lass it biinj^s him so close that I can plainly hear him 
jL^runt.’’ 

* * * 

Driest: “How much hay did 3^011 steal, Batrick?” 

Bat : “I ma3' as well confess to 3'our riverence for the whole 
of the stack; I’m ^oinu: after the lest toni^bt.’’ 

* * * 

Mr. Tavlor: “Now, Nichol, I want 3011 to answer a (jues- 
tion with some common sense in it.” 

Shell ( interruptinjL*;) : “He can’t answer one with common 

sense, but he can answer one with horse sense.” 

% 

♦ * * 

Mr. Ball (Kn^. 6) : “Who can ^ive me a iletinition for the 
word ‘|)est;?” 

Whole Class in Chorus: “Templeton.” 

* * # 

^Ici’aiw (runniimout on the tennis courts) : “Extra, extra; 
all about :Mr. Ball catching? the milk bootle‘i:f?er.” 
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Aniistron^ Matthews was ehoseii to represent !>. A. 
at the animal deelaination contest held at Vanderbilt on 
jNIay 2. He won the honor of hein^ chosen as one of the nine 
to sjieak in the tinal contest for the medal, lie never j^ot the 
medal, but he put np a j^ood lij^ht and was a credit to 
M. B. A. 

* # * 

The History o class was relieved of the aj^oiiy of listening 
to fairy tales during the three days of Merrill Moore's ab- 
sence. 

* * * 

Teacher: ‘‘What were the ancient days called?’^ 

B. W: “Primeval.^’ 

Teacher: ‘‘What were the middle ages called?'^ 

B. P.: “Mediaeval.^’ 

Teacher: ‘‘What are the modern da^s called?'^ 

B. P.: “Social evil.^^ 

* * * 

Mr. Ball (Latin) : “Shell, give me the future tense of 
‘donio.^ ’’ 

Shell: “Damem, <lames, dainit.’' 

* * * 

!McCary: “Mrs. Ball, make Jack sto]^'^ 

Mrs. Ball: “Make Jack stop what?'’ 

^IcCary; “He is trying to make love to me.” 

* * * 

Mrs. Ball: “Sensing, what is an ‘industrial revolution?’” 

Sensing: ‘‘It’s a strike, isn’t it?” 

# * * 

A Victory Loan speaker sent out to address the boys, in a 
stirring climax of his si>eech, sai<l : 

“And may the Statue of Liberty ever stand with one foot 
planted on the earth and the other ])ointing to heaven.” 

♦ * * 

“What! aren’t they going to have the track meet Friday?” 

“Nope — no meet on Friday.” 


58 


MONTGOMERY BELL BULLETIN 


111 u lecciit drive foi* litercitiire there were severiil jirizes 
offered to tlie boys for stories and jioenis. Claude E. Jackson, 
Business Manager of the Bulletin, offered a |2.r)0 prize* for the 
best story, which was won by Merrill Moore. I'rofessor Ball 
off'ercHl a f l.r»0 and a oO-cent prize for the best and second best 
poeins submitted. (Jeorge Gillespie won the first prize and 
M. Moore the second. Several of the stories and the two best 
piwins are in this issue of the Bri.i.KTix. 

* * ♦ 

J[. Mooi-e: “Professor Taylor, do you believe in phrenol- 

ogj?” 

Professor Taylor: “No, Merrill, I don’t; I went once, a.s 
an expeiinieiit, and had iny liead examined, and found there 
was nothin^jf in it.” 

♦ * ♦ 

rnrtis: Good Lord, Jackson, this soup is not fit for a 
hog to eat !” 

Jackson: “Well, wait a ininnte, Curtis; and Til get you 
some that is.” 

* * * 

If geonmtry is, as Mr. Taylor says, the most interesting 
of studi(*s, we would certaiidy like to .see that one which boasts 
of the least interest. 

* ♦ ♦ 

Mr. Taylor (in Jlafh. V.) : “Nichol, what is the difference 
between these two similar triangles?” 

Nichol: “One is more similar than the other.” 


Caidain : “Hey, stoj) there; haveirt yon got a hat?” 
Private: “No.” 

Captain: “No, what?” 

Private: “No hat.” 

* * * 

Old Lady: “Why, little man, what’s baby crying for?” 
Boy: “Nothing, lady; he just swallowed his marble and 
ain’t got anything to play with.” 
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Ilcifflits obtiiiiitMl a foui-niii lead and it looked ax if 
she would easily win, hnt M. It. A. tied the seoie in the eijjhth 
inninj; hy a rally, and it was not until the thirttHMilh that hy 
a wild pitch the visitors were able to hrintt across the win- 
ning run. 

Although onlv sir hits were gotten oil' .lohnson. and the 
game was lost, the school team showed signs of much imjtrove- 
ment, due ]»rinciimlly to the coaching of “Slick” AVelsh, a 
well-known athlete of the city. 


M. B. A., It); MURFREESBORO STATE NORMAL, 11. 

On April ”1! the scho(d hasehall team tocdc its tirst trip of 
the season to Murfreesboro, and was defeated by the Normal 
by a score of lt» to 11. In the tirst three innings the Normal 
obtained a big lead by making eleven runs, while M. B. A. 
made four. The score lemained the same until the eighth 
inning, when M. B. A. .staged a rall.v, knocked the Normal 
l)itcher out of the box and scored si.x runs, but could not tie 
the score. 

Although defeated by the State Normal, the school team 
feels some satisfaction in the fact that it obtained more bits 
ami made more runs than A'anderbilt did against the same 
team. 


The two tennis courts have recently heen ])nt into sliaj)e 
by some of the boys ami they are the .scene of many a close 
set the.se <lays. Tennis i.s having? a renaissance after a lapse of 
several years. Some j^ood i)layers have been .seen on the courts 
and we hope to have a tennis team in the future. The boys 
have been extended the ]u*ivile{i:e of brin^in^ any friend out to 
play on its courts with them whenever they wish. 


This is Avhat worries me most of all, 
Said little dimmy Tujjper; 

In the morning a man ^^cts uj). 

Idle at idjjrht a man j^ets suj)per. 



I><)iinell MS, lia.s landed in Aineiica. lie was in the 

Aviation (’orjjs. 

* * ♦ 

Siininons Allt^n, after anny service, is with tlie Keith- 
Siiiiiiions IIai<lware (%)nij)any. 

* * * 

holieit haves, Mo, was iiiiahle thnnii»:h defective sijjht to 
pass his physical test for the army and is with Ihe Inter- 
national Harvester Company at Hieenshoio, X. c. 

* * ♦ 

Harold <iall(»wav, ’ll, lias gotten his disehaifje from tlie 
anny and is ronneeleil wilh (lu* Civil Serviee. 

* * * 

dames Avent, Mo, has lesi^ned liis commission in tlie armv 
and is in hnsiness in Xew York (Mty. 

* * ♦ 

Jolin It. Treanor, dr., M(i, is farniinj;- wilh his father at 
Cia”:.i;ie Hope. ^ 

* * * 

•lohn l{. Haley, M7, is wilh ihe Nashville Hnkiii}? Coiniiany. 

♦ * * 

loin Sims, 1,S. after heinj; wounded while li}{htinK "’ith 
the Filth Marines in Ihe Aifjonne Forest, has returned home 
and is now at N'amlerhilt Fniveisity. He is also a rejiortm- 
on the Ewninij Aineriran. 
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■•■—>1,1, 

* ♦ * 

Geo,-,. (Ja„t, -ir,, ia fo„.,..a„ at (he FulcI.ep Briek ('oinpaav. 
* ♦ * 

- 

ani-wi?, 



* * * 

Fi-ani! & Iv ’ ' " itL 

* * * 

* * * 

<111,1 IS 111 I.IISIIU.SS III Oklahoiiia. 

♦ * * 

R. L Jones, •!)(;, f,„.„,e,. haete.-iolojrist, has ,et,„-,ie,l 

" r..if a...l « MI l,i» „l,l ,,,„|"! 

* * * 

i" tl.< ..i i.i.v «r ..con- 

* ♦ ♦ 

Lie.it. K,hvin No,. I, ’(,o is back f,„„i Fraiiee ivith the llJth 
< 111,1 IS eoiiiieete,! with tlie Noel Ice Goiiiiiaiiy. 

* * ♦ 

''»■ l« «, A,,,.le,„.v. 
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Lieut. Harold Braly has just reached Nashville from France 
via Newport News. Ilis visit to us recently wa>s much em 
joyed. , , , 

All of his many fi iends are very sorry to hear of the death 
of dames Kvcuett, T2, who was killed in France. 

* * * 

Beiitoii Sawyers, T8, is farming. 

« « « 

dohii Aust, 'lt)-’17, has gotten hack from France with the 
114th Field Artillery. 

« * * 

Jimmie Kerr, -Ih, is with Loventhal, Frank & Go. 

* » * 

IMiil Harrison, T7, is connected with the Goodyear Rubber 
Gompany, of Akron, Ohio. 

* « « 

“.Tiiiuiiy” llirsiK, is a freshman at Sewanee, as also 

is Kenneth llaird, ’17. 

« « « 

Kirby Jackson, ’15, is taking a post-graduate course at Van- 
derhilt. , , , 

‘‘Doc’’ Kuhn is with the B. F. Gcmdrich Tire cS: Rubber Com- 
pany, at Akron, Ohio. 

« « » 

^‘Babcv’ Allen, ’17, has gotten out of the army, and is taking 
a business course at Columbia University, in New York City. 

« « * 

Ashley Goodrich, ’18, is a sophomore at Vanderbilt. 

« « « 

Foster Baird, ’17, after winning his commission in the 
^larine Air Service^ is back at Vanderbilt, as also is E. S. 
Rooney, ’17, who, after a course at the Boston Tech R. O. T. C., 
entered the navy hydroplane service. 

« * « 


Bob Si)arrow, ’17, is a sophomore at Vanderbilt. 



Ill this oiir last issue we wish to extend our siiieere thanks 
to ex«•hallf^e fiieiids for their just eritirisiiis and kind advice 
iliii iii}? the jiast year, and we liope that he will have the pleas- 
ure of seeiii}!: (hem a}*ain next year. This year we have had (he 
ac(inaiiitaiu‘e of : 

The Megaphone, ('oiiiitiy Day School, Newton, Mass. 

I . T. banner, I niversity of Tennessee, Knoxville, Tenn. 

The Jfiffhliind Echo, .>raryville Dolle»:e, Maryville, Tenn. 

The ]\ if/infiNy Yakima lli^h School, Yakima, Wash. 

The Ward-IJelinont J/i/phcn, Ward-Delniont, Nashville, 
Tenn. 

The Oratitfc and White, University of Tennessee, Knoxville, 
Tenn. 

The Pcahodf/ Volunteer, IVahody Demonstration School, 
Nashville, Tenn. 

The Htade^ Itowen School, Nashville, Tenn. 

Eifjh Schoot Vhronicte, Danhnry High School, Danbury, 
Conn. 

The Duncan Uevieir, Duncan Urepaiatory School, Nash- 
ville, Tenn. 

The Comet, (trove School, Paris, Tenn. 

The Echo, Ilnnie-Fogg High School, Nashville, Tenn. 

The AnjuH, Shelton High School, Shelton, Conn. 

The Tech Dijnamo, Tennessee Polytechnic Institute, Cooke- 
ville, Tenn. 

The Mcf/aphone, (Vntral High Scliocd, Nashville, Tenn. 

Ihe Chronicle, Lyin'un High School, Wallingford, ('onn. 

The U altace Wortd, Wallace Univeisitv School, Nashville 
Tenn. ‘ ’ 
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The Athenian, Alliens Collej^^e, Atlieiis, Ala. 

The Jfif/h i^chool Chronicle — “The Kxndns of the Seniors’’ 
is very nniiine, hnt its style would not hear inneh repetition. 

* « « 

We are j^lad to see that the Bowen Blade has returned 
to life. 

« » « 

The Peahodj/ Volnnteer has ke])t np a tine standard the 
entire year. 

« » * 

dnr last eoj)}' of the Me(/aphone is far below its standard, 
having neither exchanges nor alninni notes nor jokes. 

» * « 

As Otheks See Us. 

Monif/onterif Bell Ballet in — It is a good iiajier. I always 
enjoy reading it. — The Echo, 


The captain and the mate were sore at each other. The 
mate, when about to make his entries in the log-book, was 
sorely surprised to find, in the ca])tain’s handwriting, the 
words : 

Jannary 6, — ‘Atate drunk.” lie stared at it wrath- 

ful ly for a moment, then a grim smile broek over his face, 
lie took his jien and wrote: 

Jannary 7, IfilO — “Captain sober.” 

« « » 

Jones: ‘‘After this war there will be only three kingdoms. 
What will they be?” 

Jones: “Animal, vegetable and mineral.” — Ex, 

« « •» 

“Why are imtatoes and corn like sinners of old?” 

“Because, having eyes, they see not; and having ears, they 
hear not.” — Ex, 

« « « 

Advertisement: “Shirts one-half otf today.” 

Tramp: “Faith, it’s a good thing they’re shirts.” 
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As a small particle of tmtassinm periiianji^aiiate will dis- 
color a lai\i»e amount of pure water, so a small evil deed will 
discolor a pure character. We can add more water, hut the 
stain is still tliere. We can rnh out our sin and start anew, 
hut a sheet full of erasures is never as nice lookinji^ as one 
without any erasures. Try to live so your life's sluH*t will 
not nwd any erasiiif::. It's the many little thinj^s and not the 
few hijr thinjjjs we do that makes our characters. 


Father: “What was that noise when you came in last 
nit!:ht ?'^ 

Metcalf: “I really couldn't say whether it was the night 
falling or the day breaking.'^ 

« » « 

Ihiyne is now known as the “('hewing Gum King.^^ 



Piano 

Harp 

and 

Small 

Instruments 


Harmony 
Rapid Reading 
EarTraining 
Frae 

With Lessons 


PHONE 
MAIN 949 


IIARUY L. B. SIIEETZ’S MUSIC STUDIO 

TILliKU Ml’SIC STOKK — aOfl CAIMTOIj IlOULEVAUI) 



ROBERTS CANDY 
COMPANY 



MAXUFAC TlTiEKS AXI) JOHUKHS 

OLD HICKORY BRAND CANDIES 

LAHCEST JOnnEKS OF 

5, 6, 7 and 8-Cent Goods in the City 
High Grade Chocolates a Specialty 

Catering to School and College Lunch Rooms 
Give Us a Trial 

11* SECOM) AVE., XOKTH TELEPHONE MAIN 3»6 


Compliments 


CORNELIUS MARTIN CO. 


ROBERTS CANDY CO. 

MANUFACTURERS AND JOBBERS 

OLD HICKORY BRAND CANDIES 

Jobber* of 6» 7, and 8 Cent Goods in the City. 
High Grade Chocolates a Specialty, 
ns SECOND AVENUE N. TELEPHONE MAIN 396 


BOYS, PATRONIZE OUR 
ADVERTISERS. 

THE Y I WE AN INTEREST Established and Former Active Manager 
IN OUR SCHOOL. Eifth Avenue Studio. 

PRINCESS theatre ^ 

KEITH VAUDEVILLE 

3 SHOWS DAILY 3 

FALL’S BUSINESS COLLEGE 

TRAINS FOR SUCCESSFUL CAREERS 
EIGHTH AND BROADWAY NASHVILLE. TENN. 

AUTOMOBILE, SICK, ACCIDENT, FIRE AND LIFE 

IIVSLJRAIVCE 

Call CHAS. B. CALDWELL 

TELEPHONE WALNUT 1398 


B. H. STIEF JEWELRY COMPANY 

A COMPLETE LINE OF 

Watches, Diamonds and Jewelry 

Church Street and Capitol Boulevard 





